98	SAINT JOAN
king ie the cathedral at RMms, where all true kings of
France are crowned.
charles [triumphant, to the Court] You see, all of you:
she knew the blood royal Who dare say now that I am
not my father's son? [To Joan] But if you want me to be
crowned at Rheims you must talk to the Archbishop, not
to me* There he is [he is standing behind her] I
joan [turning quickly, overwhelmed with emotion] Oh,
my lord ! [She falls on both knees before him, with bowed
not	to look up] My lord : I am only a poor
country girl; and you are filled with the blessedness and
glory of God Himself; but you will touch me with your
hands, and give me your blessing, wont you ?
bluebeard [whispering to La Tremouille] The old fox
blushes.
la tremouille. Another miracle !
the archbishop [touched., putting his hand on her head]
CMld ; you are in love with religion.
joan [startled: looking up at him] Am I? I never
thought of that. Is there any harm in it ?
the archbishop. There is no harm in it, my child. But
there is danger.
joan [rising, with a sunflush of reckless happiness irradi-
ating her face] There is always danger, except in heaven.
Oh, my lord, you have given me such strength, such courage.
It must be a most wonderful thing to be Archbishop.
The Court smiles broadly : even titters a little.
the archbishop [drawing himself up sensitively] Gentle-
men : your levity is rebuked by this maid*s faith, I am,
God help mes aE unworthy; but your mirth is a deadly sin,
Their faces fall   Dead silence,
bluebeard, My lord: we were laughing at her, not at you.
the archbishop, What ? Not at my unworthiness but
at her faith! Grilles de Rais: this maid prophesied that the
blasphemer should be drowned in Ms sin—
joan [distressed] No!

